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TATTERSALS 


IN TRAINING AGAIN. 


“ Having been rollicking about in pastures green and a draughtly stable for the last three or four months, the Skunk now resembles a fat prize pig more than 
anything else. Poor Pa’s determination, therefore, to put the colt into active training again is only natural. Dad, it must be borne in mind, has an 
avaricious eye upon the Grand National Steeplechase, and will require a good deal of stopping this year, I am thinking. ’Tis true that the Skunk has only taken 
tu limber-topping in a half-hearted manner up to now, but time and Papa's patent system of training is bound to work wonders before long.” —Toorsie. 


IN THE NEAR FUTURE.—(No. 3.) HUNGRY ALEXANDER. 


Hobart Town for killing and eating one Cox, a convict. 


On June 21, 1824, one Alexander Pierce was tried at 


” ies Duke of Krokenbury (to his son, the Marquis of Stonely), Uere's a job would 
We you, Gus Wanted, a smart young chap to act as valet uml sceretary. Three ain't up to much, an’ yer've had no experience, but I'll give yer atrial, if yer like to 


Pierce was transported at the age of twenty-six for seven 
years for stealing a pair of shoes. Having committed some 
offence in Hobart Town, he was sentenced to receive fifty 
lashes and to work with a gung on Crown labour. He 
excaped into the bush, was caught and put again in chains, 
and escaped again once more with seven other convicts. We 
give the rest of the dreadful story in his own words : 

“We all kept together,” he eays, “for about ten days, 
during which we ate nothing but our kangaroo-skin jackets, 
and then we were nearly exhausted with hungerand fatigue, 
On the eleventh night we began to consult what was the 
best to be done for our preservation, and we made up our 
minds to a dreadful result. In the morning we missed 
three of our company. We then drew lots which of us 
should die, and the chance fell on Badman. I went with 
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S SS ae ‘ Wily which time Traverse had succeeded in killing Badman, and 
aS Ye \\pard when we returned he had began tocut him up. We dressed 
A & bal part of his tlesh immediately, and continued to use it as long 
= as it lasted. We then drew lots again, and it fell to the fate 


of Matthews, 


i é ishers’ De League). Well, y' of = 4 re A . , 
PUL Siemps (Chniravan of (he Brastpatshers Defence League). Well, yer relerences Traverse and Greenhill killed him with an axe, We cut 


six a werk. Apply to Bill Stumps, 4 Iconoclast Alley, W." (To the duchess), take two bob a week. An’ if yer're industrious an’ respeck{ul, you'll have a chance the flesh from his bones, carried it on and lived on it as 


ry up with the dinner, Caroline, and let him try his luck | 


to rise from yer present degradea position ! long as it lasted. By the time it was eaten, Traverse 


18 


through fatigue fell lame in his knee—so much so that he could not 
proceed. Greenhill proposed that I should kill him, which I 
agreed to. We then made the best of our way, carrying the flesh 
of Traverse between us, in the hope of reaching the Eastern settle- 
ments whilst it lasted. 

“We did not, however, succeed, and I perceived Greenhill always 
carried the axe, and thought he watched for an opportunity to kill 
me, I was always on my guard, and succeeded when he fe l asleep 
in getting the axe, with which [immediately dispatched him, made 
a meal, and carried all the remaining tiesh with me to feed upon, 
To my great disappointment 1 was afterwards many days without 
food, and subsisted upon grass and nettletops, which I boiled in a 
tin pot which I brought with me from the settlement. 

“At length I fell in with some natives’ huts, from which appar- 
ently the inmates had just retired ; and there I collected some 
entrails and bits of kangaroo, which afforded me a meal, Two 
days afterwards when nearly exhausted I came in sight of a hut, 
which proved to be McGuire's, near the High Plains, I stayed 
there a fortnight and made up my mind to surrender myself to a 
magnate on the river Clyde; but on my way thither | met Davis 
and Churton, who were then desperadoes, and living in the 
Shannon hut. They wished me to join them, to which | agreed. 
In a few weeks we were all taken near Jerico by a party of the 
48th Regiment and brought into Hobart Town gaol. Davis and 
Churton were tried, found, guilty of capital offences and suffered 
death. It was my fate to be returned to the penal settlement. 

“ L again made my escape with Thomas Cox, who eagerly pressed 
my departure. I had irons on at the time; but when we had 

» led some distance Cox knocked them off with an axe he 
haa brought with him, and we made the best of our way through 
a thicket which was very wet. At night wetr’.«l to make a fire 
and could not. We travelled on several days without food except 
the tops of trees and shrubs, until we came upon King's River. 
asked Cox if he could swim. He replied he could not, and 1 
remarked that had I been aware of that he shoula not have been 
my companion, The arrangements for crossing the river created 
words and [ killed Cox with the axe. 1 ate part of him that night 
and cut the greatest part of the flesh up to take on with me. 
awam the river with the intention of keeping the coast round to 
Port Dalrymple, but my heart failed me and I gave myself up. [ 
threw most of the flesh away, but one piece I carried in my pocket 
to show the Commandant that Cox was dead and I confessed I 
killed him.” 

Pierce was hanged. 

° e ° e e ° 
LAITEST. 

A orful diskuvri av bin maid. 2 Umun Korps av bin diskuvver 
in the bocks. The fossle is avin sumthink short wile bil goe for 
the bobbys, Ma av faint. 


(Newt week, “ A Desperado,”) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
=~ 
*,° Correspondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped envelope ei oe enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps, 


Very much obliged for sketches, But we haven't space, F. B. 
any time you wish it, MALLARD, ALLY will be pleased to see. 
Just at present, ARTHUR BURTON, We have more than we require. 
You would lose, of course, A NOVICE, If he had another higher. 
No, we do not think, AGERMAN, It would matter over here. You 
must please yourself, then, PADDY; Lut it seems a trifle dear. 
Glad to hear it, WALTER JEFFREY. Much obliged for letter, 
Fay. Tuotsie's very pleased, A Reaver. Yes, F.G., of course 
you may. 

— 
“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 


The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
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NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—#£150 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
( Railway Servants on duty excepted), who shall ha foge to meet 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident to the Train in 
which they are trarelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “* ALLY SLOPER’s HALF- 
HOLIDAY” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY” és published throughout. the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
Sullowing Wednesday morning. 
ee 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—~—— 


cre Adie Would you call Grasper a very hard man, now? 
Budds, I think so; he drinks hard, swears hard, lives hard, and 
certainly looks as if he'd die hard, too, 


ss 
s 


THERE'S nothing like having two strings to your bow, asa rule, 
but it’s a bit awkward for the dear giri wien Charlie stays such a 
fearful long time, that every minute she expects to hear the knock 
at the hall door announcing dear George, 

es? 
s 


Mac, Puir Sandie is vara ecl, mon. He had seven members of 
the Kirk to sing hymms by hees bedside last nicht. 
Jock, Puirmon, Puirmon! Ect must indeed be awfu’ to be 
bedreeden under sich circumstances as that. 
. 
A BRILLIANT actor was he, 
And his age was twenty and three : 
And, whene'er he on stage appeared, 
The gallery people him cheered. 
So the actor grew cheerless at heart, 
And ever went weeping apart 
From his friends, and with moaning tongue 
Muttered, “ Whom the Gops love, die young!” 
ss 
es 
Proud Mother, And what would you like to be, Charlie, when 
you grow up and get to be a man? 
Little Charlie (after profound consideration), I'd like to be a 
perliceman. 
Proud Mother. What?) And be shot to death by some wicked 
burglar? 


Little Charlie, Well, no. P'r'aps I'd better be a burglar, and 


then 1 can shoot the perliceman. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No, 560.—The “Pantomime Sprite” Costume. 


“1 try to yet individuality into my 
pictures.” “Yes, I see, you put 
ycurzelf into your work,” 


BI-METALLISM 

A goli repeater and a silver English 
lever, and a few odd silver epouns aud 
forks, 


Juagles, Let me introduce you to Mrs, Jugzles, girls, 
One-of the Girls, Delighted, I'm:sure. How like your son you are, Mrs, Juggles. 
Mrs, Juggles (tcilu), Mr. Juggles is my husband, 


AUTHORS AUTHENTIC. 
No, 41.— Waliszewaki. 
(Wall is ze whisky ?) 


POPULAR PHRASE. 
Tle flung his arms wildly in the air. 


aa 


. er—what's the best thin, 


Saturday, January 19, 1605 


Overheard Crossing the Channel, 


Old Lady (for the twenty-second time in half-an-hour), Oh, MI 
Sailor Man, ia there any danger ? ar 
Sailor Man, Lor’ bless yer, no, marm! Never no danger wj,, 5 


silly old ladies like you is allowed to walk about the deck. 


Snapper. T wonder who wrote “ Love, Marriage, and Divor.. 
inthe Weekly? 

Snipper. 1 did, 

Snapper. Then you ought to be choked, for inducing People t., 
read such a wishy-washy article under false pretences, by givin, ;; 
such a good title. *° id 


Little Blue Eyes. Yes, dear, and after supper the Captain as|,. 
me if | would sit on the stairs with him, iis aa 

Little Golden Hair, Did he? That was an opportunity, 

Little Blue Eyes. An opportunity ? 

Little Golden Hair, Certainly, dear. An opportunity to },. 
embraced. 7° 


THE doctor came to the fainting dame, 

And he cried out, “ Some of you 
Get a glass of brandy—there’s a pub. just handy— 

For I’m anxious to bring her to!” 
Then the dame did moan, in a low, low tone: 

“ Dear doctor, be kinder, do! 
Why call you, alas! for one poor glass, 

you're anxious to BRING ME TWo ?” 
ss 
s 


Young De Whitlers, Er—er—I’ve had a—er—er—th ‘ 
pounds’ elt me, he! he! he! Miss Sharpe, and I don't Peeing 
Wie Sharpe, Well if 1 wore your Mr, De Whit 
Miss Sharpe. Weli, i were you, Mr. hitlers, I 4 
purchase th reeesion of a private room at Karlawood or tial 
Jatch, it is sure to come in useful sooner or later. fi 

ss 

= 


Mother, What makes you cultivate that stupid Miss Greenly so, 
she és such a frump? ‘ 
Daughter (a beauty). Oh, I'm bound to be civil—her uncle w:. 
the dentist who made my teeth, and only she knows they're fals, 
ss 


2 
Jones, Oofhunter says he got married on principle. 
Smith. On principal ; yes, 1 believe he did—the girl had it all, 
and he’s living now on the interest. 
es 
s 
“ THERE are many kinds of nerve to be met with in our journey 
through life. For instance, you will frequently find that a man 
will have plenty of nerve when it is a question of toothache, but 
not a little bit when it comes to having it out without gas."— 
SLOPER's “ Words of Wisdum.”—JIn the Press, 
ss 
s 
Old Friend of the Family, Well, my boy, how are you getting 
on? Still going up, eh? Still going up? " sain ates 
The Unsuccessful Artist. Oh, yes. Still going up. 1 started on 
the first floor and I’ve been going up ever since, and last weck | 
moved into the attic. ee 


Jiggs, He's a man of extensive cultivation. 
Jaugs. Indeed ; he doesn’t look like it—seems a regular yokel tc 
eS 


me, 
Jiggs. So he is—he's a farmer—man of cultivation, see? Ha, ha‘ 
And once again the punster dodged the brick, 


se 
s 


WHEN members of St. Stephen's first 
Within that chamber rise 

To spout the words they've well rehearsed 
With brightly-besming eyes, 

Then almost tv Olympus reaches 

The pride they feel in their maiden speeches! 


But ploughboys (from St. Stephen's far) 
Such orators eclipse. 
For when they kiss—’neath evening star— 
Their sweethearts’ red, ripe lips, 
Then higher than Olympus reaches 
The pride they feel in their maidens’ peaches! 
ss 
s 
First Sweet Young Thing. \'ve said “no” twenty times to ofti1- 
Or reat euont Young Filag: 9a 
Second Sweet Young Thing. lear, that’s nothing ; why, I've 
refused hundreds, d ied : wisi 
Third Sweet Young Thing. Ah, but then you always ray “No! 
no! no! A hund times no!” You can’t deny it, dear, for | 
heard you refuse poor Jonesey ; you know, the man with the wi: 
and the false teeth. rir 
s 


Possible Tenant (after enquiring about drains, covking, etc. ctc.). 
Are there any children in the house? 
Landlady, No,m'm, None at all. 
Possible Tenant. Oh, that’s ali right, then. For I have eleven, 
and I should not care about being in a house with any more. 
ss 


s 

Mother, There's one advantage which dear Clara has, which is 
eure to tell in the present day, when prospective husbands are -0 
economical, 

Friend, Ah! what is that? 

Mother, Why, she was born on Christmas Day, so that on 
present—— 

Friend, Capital! You'll excuse my running away, but 1 mut 
hurry home and tell my dear Lucy to alter her birthday at once. 
Good-bye. er 

= 


“On, Mary, go and call the cattle home, 
And call the cattle home, 
And call the cattle home, 
_ Across the sands 0’ Dee!” 
And merry Mary used her brush and comb, 
And trotted forth with glee: 
For well she wist that, in the twilight’s gloam, 
Her lover through the eattle field did roam 
Towards the trysting-tree ! 
ss 


s 
She, Mave they given a good account of the Canon's wedding? 
He (with newspaper), Yes, splendid, 
She, Oh, that’s only natural. 
Ite, Natural? 
She, Yes, when a Canon goes off one expects a good report. 


s * 
* 


First Young Matron. And was Mr. Raytanker’s a fashional'r 
marriage, dear 

Second Young Matron. Fashionable? 
bride was a lady with a “ past.” 


—S 
One Halfpenny. 


LARKS. 


Full of Funny Pictures and Side-Splitting Reading. 
CONDUCTED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 
88 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


Oh, distinctly so, lis 


Ewery Monday. 


Saturday, January 19, 1885.) 
TOOTSIE AND SANTA CLAUS. 


Se 


Mr. Oscan Barrett has again this year scored victorious! 

with his Lyceum pantomime. Ouce again Mr. Horace Lennard is 
9 responsible for the book, 

[heey s and much smooth and 

| ee Le musical verse and many 

! pleasant fancies has “The 

Melancholy Jaques” 
woven into his fairy tale, 

Mr. William Rignold 

is the Santa Claus of 
Santa Clauses. He might 
have stepped out of a 
coloured Christmas plate. 
He is the jolliest and 
heartiest of silver-locked 
old gentlemen. Charles 
Dickens and Washington 
Irving would have de- 
lighted in him, and so do 
all young people whose 
kind papas and mammas, 
and uncles and aunts 
bring them tothe Lyceum 
to see the brave show 
there provided. 
.. What seems at first a 
little puzzling is how a 
pantomime story is to be 
made out of Santa Claus, 
but the first glance at 
the programme reassures 
us, for here we find our- 
selves among quite a 
crowd of old friends. 
Miss Kitty Lortus. Here, if you please, 
are Queen Mab an 
Robin Goodfellow. Here are Robin Hood and Maid Marian. 
Here are, necessarily, then, Friar Tuck, Little John, Allan-a-Dale, 
Will Scarlett, and all the other merry, pwr vagabonds 
who have been told of in story and sung of in song for centuries. 
And this is not all, We have also our two old-young friends the 
abes in the Wood, and added to them a faithful collie dog, well 
played by Mr, Charles Lauri. And again 1 must say this is not 
all, for we have Richard Covur de Lion and the Sheriff of Notting- 
ham, and ever so many other notabilities besides. 

There are some novel ideas here and there. There is, for instance, 
considerable novelty in the Transformation scene, which is called 
an Epilogue, and there is a new Alphabet procession which _ is 
ingenious and effective. On the occasion of my visit, when V— 
Victoria—appeared, the whole audience rose to their feet and the 
house echoed with the strains of the National Anthem. It would 
have been bad for a bomb thrower if just then caught at his little 
tricks, 

Mr. Victor Stevens, as the Governess of the Babes, Miss Evadne 
Newfangle, creates a great deal of laughter and applause as a repre- 
sentative of the latest : 
rlack-baked virginity. 
As Pert, a page, Miss 
Clara Jecks acta very 
brightly and pleasantly, 
und adds much to the 
attraction of the scenes 
in which she appears. 
The two Babes, small but 
resolute maidens, are 
Miss Kitty Loftus and 
Miss Rosie Leyton. The 
characters of the Robbers 
have two excellent repre- 
sentatives, 

Mr. Oscar Barrett's 
music, of co leaves 
nothing to be desired, 
and Mr. Hawes Craven's 
Sherwood Forest makes 
me wish 1 were myself 
an outlaw—providing. of 
course, that there were 
perpetual summer. But 
the good times for out- 7 
lawry have, I fear, long 
ago passed away. Time 
wis, when Lord Byron's 
poetry was in every- 
body's hands, that 


The Le 


jabes : 
Miss Rosie LEYTON. 


maidens lon to Evadne: Mn. VICTOR STEVENS, 
corsair’s brides, Where 
ure the corsairs now? Goodness only knows. I once 


came across a weak-kneed corsair in a cheapwax-work show. 
He was propped up against the rail. He had a sweetly pretty but 
ferocious countenance, with bushy eyebrows and a fierce, long 
moustache, and his head a little too much on one side. None of 
the attendants were about, so I gave him a dig with my sun- 
shade and knocked some of the a sawdust out of him. 

I think we may safely say that the poetical period has passed 
away, although Punch and the other comics still give you weekly 
a good many columns of rhyme. Poets, as a rule, are a strange 
rice, 1 have my doubts about them—Byron and Tom Moore 
included. I don't believe they have weights of woe on their chests. 
| believe it is only ordinary indigestion. I don't believe any of 
them ever deeply loved or were betrayed, or shunted on a siding 
and left to grow mildewed or mouldy. More than an hing else, 
I don’t believe in the beauty of the Beloved Ones. I have seen 
some of these, and in future demand, as one of the public, that an 
authenticated photo be affixed to all poems relating to this unsur- 
passable loveliness, 

But to return to the Lyceum. There once was a real Robin 
Mood, of course. I must get the Dook Snook to write you out 
uis history some day soon. And were there not once real Babes in 
tne Wood? Tom 
Ingoldsby sings : 

“When we were all little 


uncle betrayed, Miss. 
was a aquire or 


knight— 
In Norfolk, I think, his 


estate lay— 

That is, if I recollect right, 
For I've not real the 

history lately.” 
“Aha he adds, in a foot- 
note :“* See Bloomtield’a 
History of the County 
of Norfolk,’ in| which 
all the particulars of 
this lamentable story 
are (ar ought to be) fully 
detailed, together with 
the names of the parties 
and wie ree 
two Robbers. yree of the family.” 
og believe Ingoldsby on 
‘ whole, but I've my doubts about the Cock Robins. I have 
heord bad stories about robins, though certainly these perhaps may 
have been circulated by some evil-minded, ornithological back biter. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


PRICE 4” PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


—~———___. 


SLOPER's PILLS are made from the prescription of an 
minent Physician practising in the West End of London, 
and will be found invaluable in cases of Liver Complaint, Indiges- 
tion, all Stomachic Affections, Giddiness, Nervousness, Shortness 
of Breath, Costiveness, H he, Wind, Blotches on the Skin, 
Pimples, Debility, Disturbed Nights, Unpleasant Dreams, Bilious- 
hess, Want of Tone, all Female Complaints, ete. 


TESTIMONIALS. 


Boundstone, Farnham, Surrey, October 29th, 1894, 
DEAR S1RS,—I have been suffering from Sick Headache for some time past 
ond ee paneeces meiliciues with no beneficial result. A friend aivised me to 
Fy @ box of your invaluable pills, and, after a very few doses, I obtained great 
relief, and shall most certainly continue to take then, 
Yours, ever gratefully, MILLY INGPEN, 
Messrs, GURDEN & Co., 9 Shoe Lane, London, 


Argool, 6 Castlenau Villas, Barnes, Surrey, November 4th, 1894, 
Messrs, GURDEN & Co., 

DEAR SIns,—Many thanks for SLOPER'S PILLS. T take them for my liver, 
or anything else that troubles me ; they also enable me to go through my work 
at the Halls with perfect-ease and a feeling of perpetual youth abuut me. I will 
certainly recommend them to my brother and sister artists. Trusting they will 
be as favourable to the world in general as they are to me, believe me, yours truly, 

P.8.—I had some in Berlin, G. H. CHIRGWIN, 


4 Vernon Road, Bow, E., November 19th, 1894. 
To Messrs, GURDEN & Co, 

S1Rs,—I have been a sufferer from Biliousness for the last three years and 
have tried all manner of pills and powders, and none have seemed to do me much 
good ; at least, not for more than two or three weeks. I bought, some six weeks 
ago, two boxes of SLOPER'S PILLS, and I can truly say that up to the present I 
have not had one attack. I shall recommend these to all my friends, and you 
may send me another box at 94d. Yours faithfully, @Q. HOBDAY, 


25 Falkland Road, N.W., November 22nd, 1894, 
Messrs. GURDEN & Co. a 
GENTLEMEN,—I feel it would be ungenerous if I were to delay e: 

my thanka for the introduction of the SLOPER's PILLS; they have proved of the 
greatest service to me when feeling out of sorts. I have recommended them to 
several of my friends, and they all speak in very high terms of them. You 
deserve universal thanks for introducing so excelleut a medicine at 80 reasonable 
a price. Yours truly, A. W. BROWN. 


ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


IF HE DOES NOT KEEP THEM 
SEND 9}. IN STAMPS TO 
THE PROPRIETORS, 


GURDEN & CoO., 


88 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C., 
AND A BOX WILL BE SENT IMMEDIATELY. 


SOMETHING LIKE DEVOTION! 


“DEVOTED?” echoed the sweetest, loveliest little widow that 
ever sobbed into a crape veil, re-echoing her dearest friend's ques- 
tion respecting No. 2 elect, “ My dear Julia, that man’s devotion 
would filla Family Ilerald stapplement ! Only my maid, Perkins, 
knows what dreadful snubs he hasn't put up with—for, of course 
you know, dear, that Perkins is a confirmed old maid, and would 
much rather I remained single for the rest of my natural puif, as 
Shakespeare says.” 

“ What has Perkins done, dear?” 

“Well, when I first told her of my determination to remain 
single, and gave her carte blanche to discharge my ‘followers,’ she 
commenced by slamming the door in his face, till the poor fellow 
used to latte a window-cleaner’s ladder with him and kiss his 
hand to me through the first floor windows.” 

“ And how did she prevent that?” 

“By darting suddenly out of the front door one day and up- 
setting the entire show! Toor fellow, he was six weeks in the 
Middlesex Hospital—nevertheless, early in the seventh he disguised 
himself somehow and positively got into the house, under the 
pretence that he had come to inspect the gas-meter, and he actually 
wife down on his knees and declared his passion ia the coal 
cellar!” 

“Great Cockerell! How did Perkins get over that?” 

“Why, it happened—unhappily for him, poor fellow—that we'd 
got our winter's supply—sixteen tous—coming in that very day, 
so Perkins flew down the stairs and locked him in, and the whole 
sixteen tons were shot in on top of him !” 

“Too bad, Julia, too bad |” 

“It was a bit rongh, I'll admit ; well, it laid him up for another 
fortnight, but it didn’t choke him off. Indeed, the very day he 
was able to get about again he turned up asa glazier: wanted to 
know if we wanted any windows put in. Well, Perkins purposely 
smashed the glass in the window of the top front bedroom on the 
fourth storey, and, when he got outside to putty it in, shut him 
out!” 

“ How verv cruel!” 

“T must admit that it was. He clung on, though, and yelled out 
to the people below till they went «nd got a balloonist to comeand 
take him off. The whole pisee was up in arms, | tell you, and I 
couldn't show myself for three days afterwards,’ 

“ And what then?” : 

“Why, he employed detectives or somebody to watch until 
Perkins took her evening off, when he boldly knocked at the 
door, and, putting in his foot to prevent me shutting it again 
declared that he'd take poison or do something equally dreadfu 
if I didn’t there and then promise to marry him.” 

“Which, I suppose, you did?” 

“Julia, dear, I'm bound to admit I did. You see, T couldn't 
help thinking that he really had some littie spark of affection for 
me—and it’s really a rare thing in an eligible man with an income 
of forty thousand 'a year—so I didn’t rashly rush into 2 promise, 
but—er—well, I told him if he liked to wait in the hall till Perkins 
came back I'd put him ina position to give her the sack. Oh, yes, 
I think 1 may say he’s devoted!" 


ON BOARD STEAMER IN CHANNEL. 

Sanctimonious but Nervous Passenger, Oh, Captain! this is a 
terrible night. Is there any danger? ; 

Captain, Come with me, sir. (Leads him to hatehway over 
Jorecastle.) Listen to those seamen and firemen below, (Passenger 
hearsa pretty constant chorus of hig, big D's.) While those men 
continue to swear and carry on like that you may be sure there's 
no danger. 

Two hours later, Blowing harder than ever, 

Nerrous Passenger (manages to cranl to forecastle hatehway 
and. listens, then exclaims, devoutly), Thank heaven! they are 
still blaspheming. 


-, 
ey 


~« ‘. 


19 
A SPOILT ELOPEMENT. 


— >= 


YEs, you may well inquire how it is that a peaceable sort of 
fellow such as Fam comes to be occupying a bed in the accident 
ward of a Cottage 
Hospital, with a 
set of injuries that 
betoken a single- 
handed encounter 
against a maniac 
prize-fighter and a 
careful selection of 
the fiercest deni- 
zens of the forest. 
There, just prop 
me up a little on 
the ld med be 
careful of my arm, 
the bone uss not 
set properly yet, 
they tell me; 
thanks, now I'll 
tell you how it 
ma ppeaed: 

ell, you've 
heard, perhaps. 
I've been doing a 
good deal of busi- 
ness for old Smith- 
erson's firm lately, 
travelling about a 
jot all over the 
country. Well, last 
week ad to go 
over to Burfield 
—you know Bur- 
tield, of course, 
cout you?— to see a farmer named Wilson about an insurance 
policy. 

I had a lot of business to do that day before I could call on 
Wilson, and it was not till late I could make a start, and then 
managed to just miss the last train. I was in a terrible stew, 
but the business was too important to keep till the next day, so 
there was nothing for it but to set out to walk, and what with one 
oes another, it was considerably past eleven when I got into 

e village. 

Nearly everybody had gone to bed, but at last I managed to meet 
a boy coming home late, and got him to direct me to Wilson's 
farm. His instructions were not particularly clear, but I made the 
best of 'em, and after Sampling about another mile, at least, I 
arrived at my destination. Of course, everybody had gone to bed 
and the house was 
in darkness, Wil- 
son had evidently 
given me up, 

Well, while I 
was eH J 
whether to knoc 
‘em up, I caught 
sight of a faint 
light moving in 
one of the front 
windows. Hullo, 
thought I, there's 
someone awake, 
anyhow; and pick- 
ing up a handful 
of gravel, 1 threw 
it against the glass, 

Ina moment the 
window was softly 
opened and a head 
“All 


Threw it against the glass, 


voice, 
down ina minute.” 

;. Wilson's 
been sitting up for 
me, I thought, but 
guess my surprise 
when a romeltads 
der was flung out 
of the window, 
the light extin- 
qulsherd in the room, and a low voice cried “ Look out, I'm coming 
down!” 

Well, this is a rum start, I thought. Does the old fool keep a 
fire-escape in his bedroom, and surely he can't be going to inter- 
view me in the garden? Here I looked up and saw a figure 
descending from the window; and then—well, you might have 
knocked me down with a feather. A pretty girk was coming down 
the ladder, 

1 stood speechless with wonder at the extraordinary turn affairs 
were assuming, but never taking my eyes off the girl. Carefully, 
very carefully, she came down, the ladder swaying a good deal 
under her weight. At last she reached the bottom rung, and 
stepped lightly to the ground with a sigh of relief; then, 
before I could recover from my amazement, she was in my arms, 
“Oh, Arthur,” she cried tearfully, “I'm so frightened, do let us 
make haste, I feel sure papa half suspects our design, and——” 
here she broke off with a shrill cry of terror, and ran screamipg 
away, 


“You young 
Blackguard! ” anid 
a thick voice be- 
hind me, and at 
the same moment 
1 received a cut 
across the face 
from a whip that 
half-blinded me, 
“T guessed this 
was your little 
game. But you 
see I'm up to 
you. At him, 
Creaar, old man!’ 
and obedient to 
his master’s com- 
mands, the brute 
of a dog tlew 
straight at my 
throat, threw me 
to the ground, 
and commenced 
to chaw me 


up. 

Well, there 
wasn't much left 
of me by the time 
the ruftian found 
out he'd half- 
killed the wrong 
man. Yes, of course 
I can see it all now, it wasn’t Wilson's house at all, and the blood- 
thirsty ruftian mistook me for a fellow who'd planned to elope with 
his daughter. 

Thanks so much for calling to see me, but T must say good-bye 
now ; the doctor says if I talk too much it may reopen some of the 
wounds ; however, [ shall be glad to have a visit again from you 
when | feel a little better. 


Stepped lightly to the ground. 


Threw me to the ground, 
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“No, dear, my little dog docs not |; 
Fred at all, consequently our vo 
ment is severed."— Extract from Letter 


“Maud, you are like that innocent child witn his new 
tov.” “I am sure I fail to see the similarity, Captain.” 
“Yon have not the slightest consideration for the wee cart 


de, 1 sre you wear a watch on your wrist, 


“Snip sent my new coat yet?” “Tailor called, sir, He said 


you ure ruthlessly breaking.” She. Yea; and clocks ou my stockinga, it wae paid for, so I sure it could not be for you, sir.” e& Young Lady, 
Sot Mise Sloper will te delighted to reetee photographs trom those DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—MISS MARIE MONTROSE. 
of her Jriends whose portraits have not yet bern wserted, : 


TOOTSIEB'S FRIENDS, 


Ly stpp 
tip 


WAN, 
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™ 
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THE Stack ov OLD Davry, SCENE—IWiyhgate Hill. Enter A. SLOPER tn 
DAN LENO's costume of “Jack.” ALLY SLOVER, To seck Miss Montrose 1 have come to 
Highgate. I doubt not she will be impressed with my gait. (Shapes across the 
staye.) Disguisel (Dan Leno's clothes [ have annexed) I may succeed (1 hope he 


In front, while sitting in my stall, I've seen Your pretty fect trip lightly o'er the 
stage, Admired your dainty figure; I'll engage Bright eyes like yours would move 4 
heart of stone; As for your voice—Oh! speak to me, my own! Mixs Manit 
MONTROSE (iu stage whisper). The wretch! A. SLOPER. I can't catch what you sa). 


No. 374.—Miss ETHEL Hares. 


“T cannot say how madly 1 adore her.” —The Dook Snook, 
“Gaze— gaze on her beauty and worship for aye.” —Lord Bob. 
“My heart, my life—I'll lay them at her feet.” —The Livan. Billy. 


THE ELDER LOSES FAITH 


(1) “Michty me!" groaned the Eller, “look at the effects o° brutal intemperance at New 
Year time. Oot o' my fower-gullon o' whusky I hae a hale hauf-gallon left, but they've 
guzzled a’ theirs.an’ look at them,a sair forfochten lot. A’wm no vera weel mysel’ (‘i" a eevere 
cand), bat | hope the Mcenister ‘Il kay something aboot it in his discuorse,” 


won't be vexed ) In interviewing Drury’s late arrival. (Eater, unperceived, MISS ADA 
HLANCUR as “Dick Whittingtun.”) Miss ADA BLANCHE, It's ALLY SLOPER, my most 
hated rival! He hopes to mash fair Marie, nothing less! I'll circumvent him, then 
tell Mra. 8, (Hides behind milestone, Enter Miss MARIB MONTROSE as “ Alice,”) 
Miss Manin Montrose. ‘Tis here the book decrees my Vick should be. (A, SLOVER 
peeps from behind tree.) Veek-a-boo! Pretty! Miss MARIK MONTROSE (frightened ). 
Oh! that can't be hei A. Stoert (advancing). ‘Tis nat, love ; but ‘tis one, believe 
me, who Most humbly craves to have a word with you. Miss MARIE MONTROSR 
(aside), ‘SLOPER the roud! Yea, ‘tis he! Oh, dear! (fo A. SLOPER). Does Sir 
Augustus know that you are here? A. SLOPER. Well, there's the joke. He doesn’t 
know a bit, he Or he anit Miss ADA BUANCHE (from behind milestone).. Don't 
they? What a pity! A. Storer. Now, let me look at you. (Tries to take Miss 
MONTROSE'S hands; she indiynantly draws them away.) Ovy girl! Ha,ha! Jove! 
what a cuptivating pet you are! Miss Moutrose—Marie! Realm of Beauty's Queen, 


IN HIS 


(2) And the Meenister did. His vivid de- 
scription o° writhin' an’ wrigglin’ snakes, set 
the precentor fentin’, the congregation's con- 


NEIGHBOURS. 


my pet. ‘Tis sume word of endearment, | will bet. Marie, be mine! Ob! let us tty! 
Of course, from Mrs, Sloper lil get a divorce, Murie, my own ! I cannot live without 
you! One kiss cre we take wing, my sweet! Miss MARIE Montnose (slapping his 
Sacer), Get out, you! A. SLOPER (rubbing cheek). Marie! But ‘twas a jest, Cone, 
don't be coy! Miss MARIE MONTROSE, Oh, dear me! why wasn't I born a boy? 
(Doubles her fist.) A, SUOPER. Now, say that you will fly with me; and who shall 
Prevent it? Miss Manik Montrose, No! A. SLorER. You won't tly? Mix< 
ADA BLANCHE (appearing). No; but you shall! (Wire drops from ftes, MIs AbA 
BLANCHE fastens tt to A. SLOPKR'S garments, and the next moment he ts in mid ai’. 
and has the mortification of seeing the stage filled with pretty Jairies, all out of reach. 
Thunders of applause from audience,amidst which Sin AUGUSTUS HARRIS enters frum 
the wings, and receives the congratulations of his friends in front on his productw! 
another successful pantomime.) Poor old ALLY was left in mid air todry and to air lus 
woes until the sinall hours of morning. He was eventually cut down by the caretaker. 


VAAN 
\ 


(3) “ Ye're gaun tae perileetion like this!" shrieked the Meenister, as he owerbalance! 
hissel’ an’ dived, heed first, intae the seat o° the Elders’, a’ the kirk folk rushin’ oot, An’ tl: 
Ehler roared in at the door, “ Ye doited auld rhinoceros, I tellt ye what it wid be soakin’ at 
science workin’, an’ the Ehler thinkin’, MeBuny's St. Mungo whusky. Noo ye're grovellin’ wi’ deevila instead o° soarin’ wi’ angels 
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An ry'5 Shadow. 


Wiry Millian S-wigtfyaorlt 
| OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Phew! isn't it cold ?—eh—almost freezes the ink in my pen. In fact, I have to keep the ink swarming up for the attack :—The play was bad without a doubt, Rut why were not these geese 
pot on a specially prepared gas stove. Guess I shall make a start for the North Pole should this turned out 7—Oh, loathsome shadow! flit thy wey Tv forcign lands, far, far away :—In apite of 
cold weather continue, But now to business.— Diseredited, dishonoured he, 1s broken-hearted, as sreather, cold and drear, The Grand Old Man does nothing frar—We all love Jack ; at least, 80 
we we i— No healthicr place iathere around Than Pentoncille, where crime ia found :—Once more says the poet, aud 2 poet never lies, Rut what [should like to know is whether the Jack 
the gallant Mcaly boy Determince England to annoy :—Upon the scene once more, old Jack Is alluded to is Jack Vrost!——TUE SLOPERIAN SILOWMAN, 


HAD HIM THERE 


Alay. You danced with my little brother, Miss Masham, you 
might with me, 
Miss Masham, 1 will on the same conditions, that you go 
straight off to bed, like a good boy, 
(Thos, Downey Algy, ayed 19, feels considerably sat upon. 


FUN OE SIECLE. 
Poor Old Dame—nineteenth century (sinys—quoting a qood old 
song of her younger days).—"T'm an old woman of ninety-fAr, 
Tm ninety-five, I'm ninety-five!” 


A GOOD TIME COMING FOR THE STAGE! 


Our Little Sal. D'eer, young Billy ? w’en I gits a little bigeer George (who has a large appetite), In the matter of eating and driuking, Ithink the children take after “Are all sculptors as busy as you are, Mr. Jones?" “Seuip- 
Tin a-voin’ on the stage, an’ then T shall be a fairy in the pau- you. tors, my dear child! I'mnotaseniptor.” “Oh, yes yon are ; for 
tonne an’ stand ina haltitood, like this ‘cre | Kea, Well, if they took after you, George, dear, there wouklu't be much for them, poor things! T heard papa say you were ulways chiselling somebody,” 


to 
to 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—— 


SEVERAL of our daily and evening journals have been devoting 
a considerable portion of their space to a discussion of England's 
‘ treatment—or, perhaps, _ ill-treatment 
ht would be the more correct word—of her 
4" old soldiers. A recent appeal on behalf 
ofa poor old starving Crimean veteran 
evoked the imunificent response of 
£2 5s, Gd., and this is the sum total of 
England's gratitude to one who has 
fought and bled for her in so famous a 
campaign. What wonder that the army 
stands in need of recruits! What wonder 
that there are complaints that only the 
scum and the physically unfit can now 
be pressed into the Service! The most 
skinflint employer would never treat an 
old servant as England treats her mili- 
tary ones, leaving them to beg, sweep a 
crossing, or starve. Yea, think of it— 
actually starve! The fine feeling of 
patriotism which induces men to bl 
and die for their country must, and does, 
suffer by this ingratitude. Tommy 
Atkins is not a machine, to be cast aside 
when worn out ; and it is high time that 
some amendment was made in a system 
which is a disgrace to us as a nation. 


THE cabmen decided by an overwhelming majority against the 
proposed adoption of sixpenny fares. On the other hand, the 
omnibus companies, who believe in giving the public plenty for 
their money, have extended their penny fares over much longer 
distances, “A, SLOPER hails this latter move with delight, always 
supposing, of course, that the poor employées are not made to 
sutler to make up for the reduction. 

ses 
s 

MANy houses of historical interest, mayne Combes Pore are now 
in the market. In order to prevent any misunderstanding it is as 
well to announce that Mildew Court is not for sale. 


s 
It is libel to assert that the highly-inflamed condition of 
A, SLOPER’s nasal organ of late is due to anything else but the frost. 
The Eminent’s proboscis, like most exposed wastes, always catches 
the cold a bit. °° 


THE Winter Sales are now in full swing, and lovely woman is 
showing herself at her worst in her frantic efforts to secure that 
deeply-loved of the femi- 
nine heart—a_ bargain. 
ane Ay i which tou 

ressed and, presumably, 
well-bred domes d 
damsels push, elbow, and 
snatch from one another 
at the counters what 
time the big West End 
estublishments are “ sell- 
ing off,” reflects badly 
upon the manners of our 
women folk, and as for 
the poor assistants—well 
as the music-hall ballad 
hath it, “they do havea 
tively time, you bet, they 
do have a lively time.” 


* 

A REAL ice Skating 
Rink sounds rather a 
novelty, does it not? 
Well, London 
one now which is calcu- 
lated to send a thrill of 
‘leasure_ through the 
tame of every skater. 
The ice is of first-class 
quality, and is quite equal 
to that formed b 
natural means. The rin 
is situated at Niagara 
Hall, Westminster, and 
has already been patronised by thousands of lovers of the pastime. 

se 


& 

THE statement current in Fleet Street that Alexandry has 
entered for the bar is 1 trifle premature. All the same, the boss of 
the Blue ppinee promised ALLY to bear the Azure-Orbed in mind 
when next he wants a pot-boy. « « 

s 


THE only good resolution which A. SLOPER is sticking to like 
grim death is the one in which he resolved never to give up drink- 
ing “ Unsweetened.” The Eminent will probably stick to this 
one as long as he has a mouth with which to imbibe. 

ss 
e 

Mrs, SLorer’s third muffin scramble has been Wig ga owing 
to domestic circumstances. N.B.—A strong, handy girl wanted as 
general ; one accustomed to carry an elderly gentleman upstairs 
preferred. *,° 


Mr. SYDNEY GRUNDY is a somewhat unfortunate dramatist. 
Clever as he is, he seems constantly to be aiming at the bullseye of 
absolute success, 
and just missing it 
ise e@ most tanta- 

sing manner pos- 
sible. His latest 
play, Slaves of the 

ing, which Mr. 
Hare has produced 
at the Garrick, is 
another example 
of Mr. Grundy's 
faulty marksman- 
ship at the drama- 
tic target. With 
almost all the ele- 
ments of a fine 
work the play fails 
somehow to satisfy 
the earnest theatre- 
goer, accustomed 10 
witness the conm- 
plete evolution of 
mM author's story. 
Like Mark Twain 


in his) Mediwval 
Romance, Mr. 
Grundy gets his 


hero and heroine 
into such an ex- 
tremely tight place 
that he doesn't 
know how = the 
deuce he’s going to get ‘em out, and, like the American humorist, 
accordingly leaves the conclusion of his story to the imagination 
of the public, x plan which, however convenient it may be to the 
author, is distinctly aggravating to those who have followed him 
chapter and verse from the commencement. 
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Bustness is at present very brisk indeed at the Oxford Music- 
Hall, and we should advise our readers to pay a visit to this popular 
resort before the Christmas programme 
‘. withdrawn. Among the artistes 
deserving special words of praise, we 
may mention the names of Charles 
Godfrey, Marie Collins, T. E. Dun- 
ville, the Craggs, and the Seibinis, 2 
troupe of bicyclists whose performances 
is enough to make even a strong mans 
hair stand on end. 

oe 

A VERY smart journal—one, in fact, 
which no household should be without 
—is, undoubtedly, the Z/ousewife, pub- 
lished monthly from the offices of the 
Christian Million, 20 and 22 St. Bride 
Street, at the small sum of sixpence. 
This journal is especially adapted for 
the opposite sex, and is chock-full of 
interesting items referring to domestic 
life. We most earnestly recommend our 
lady readera to take in this very interest- 
ing little periodical. a 


s 
Joun Roperts, our Champion 
Billiardist, will have to look well to 
his laurels, Hoth A. SLOPER and E. 
Diggle are playing in magnificent 
form this season, and the genial J. R. 
may find the laurel wreath torn from 

his brow at any moment. 
ss 


AN Exhibition of Great Men's Boots will be a feature of the 
next Paris Exhibition. A pair of A. SLOPER'S dainty trutter-cases 
will, of course, be on view. *\° 


THE Crumbling Structure has this day been pleased to confer 
the “ Award of Merit” upon WILLRAD SYKES, because he's a 
and charitable comedian, “¥eyther,” remarked the Cerulean- 
Eyed, “it ain’t hevery crack vocalist as would give his aid in the 
cause of charity for nothink, like Willrad, is it?” And the Aged 
concurred, and pere et fils went out arm-in-arm in search of an 
appetiser. *\° 


WE are threatened with an invasion of Giants, it seems—at any 
rate with the invasion of one giant. Hassan Ali, who is now 
appearing at the London Pavilion, is said to be the tallest man in 
the world, a statement which we can well believe. 


s 
In spite of the interference of England and other rel a 
powers the slgve trade in Morocco is now ina more flourishing 
condition than 
it has been for 
years past. The 
natives do not 
even attempt 
to disguise 
their shame- 
lessness, and 
girls are daily 
put up fo 
auction in the 
public market- 
place. The 
trade is by no 
means limited 
to upper 
classes, 8 
Moors, among 
even the poorer 
classes, are 
frequently in 
possession of 
two or three, 
or even more, 
slaves. 
2s 


THE © Influ- 
enza Fiend 
still sticks to 
old England. 
Try how we may there seems to be no means of sorting him. In 
the Metropolis alone last week he claimed in one day eight victims, 
And yet we wonder why English people grumble. 


s 
It is reported that ona single moor alone in Yorkshire up to 
the present time no less than 5000 brace of grouse have been 
bagged. This is very strange, indeed, when we take into consider- 
arion that not a single grouse has been received at “The Sloperies ” 
for upwards of three months, What can have become of them ? 


s 
CorBETT, it appears, is still resolved not to meet Peter Jackson 
in the prize ring. However surprised we may feel at this decision, 
we must acknowledge that Corbett is discreet. A wind bag like 
Mitchell's conqueror would not have stood much chance against 
the coloured champion. *\° 


WHEN the police authorities raided the Albert Club, they 
evidently discovered a hornet’s nest. At any rate, up to the present, 
they have decidedly come off second best iu the fray. 


rform- 
r of the town. 
lo not follow this 


s 
SEVERAL New York Theatrical Managers are giving 
ances three times a week, for the relief of the 
What a pity it is that our London Managers 
excellent example. Pad 


A WELL-KNOWN medical poner informs us that not only is horse- 
meat nutritious, but that its daily consumption in the Metropolis 
almost equals that of 2 
beef. Although willing 
to treat statements by 
our medical contem- 
poraries with respect, 
we must really take 
exception to a declara- 
tion of this description. 
The yarn would be 
suitable forthe marines 
—hor-se marines for 
preference. 2 


THE statement that 
we're going to give 
away coloured plates’ 
with Larks! is, of 
course, untrue. People —_ 


are more than satisfied = ; 
idl Re gizentio in’ SEZ 
porth as it is, and how —— we 
we can produce it for ae 

the insignificant sum ~~ — 
we do will ever remain wag = ae 

an unsol ved mystery, 


A. SLOPER and Fam. 
ily entertained the 
sheriff's officer at dinner Inst Friday, the distinguished guest also 
sleeping the night at Mildew Court. departing as early the following 
day as his host could arrange the little business transaction which 
occasioned the visit. 


—_— 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs. 


A CALENDAR POR THB WEEK ENDING JANUARY 36TH, 1395, 
—s 


20th Jan 1882.—The Hammersmith station of ;), 
Metropolitan District Railway was this day entirely destroyed). 
fire. 


2ist Jan 1846.—The Daily News was this day «,.,. 
mepced as a new iberal organ, under the editorial care of Chan 


Dickens. The letters W_E used to be prefixed to newspape;; ;, 


show that they obtained information from the four quarters of 1)... 
world, and the supposition that our word “news” is thence 4)... 
rived is at least ingenious ; but the old-fashioned way of s)-1\j,,. 
the word—newes—is fatal to the conceit. “ Pictures from Ital; * 
were first published in the Daily News, but the opening chayte; 
in No. 1 is curiously unlike the re-publication in book form, 


22nd January, 1886.—-A death, surrounded by remarks}, 
circumstances, was reported to the Stockport cia this day, On 
the previous evening a farm labourer named Michael Dyers, :,..{ 
64, called on a shopkeeper he knew and told him that he shoul },. 
dead in an hour. Dyers pro home, sat down on a chair, 
complained to a lodger of pain in his chest, and died almost in,, 
mediately. He was quite sober and rational before death, 


23rd January, 1800.—A newspaper of this date sars:— 
“Some time ago there was on exhibition in London of what w.. 
advertised as a family of natives from Tierra del Feugo, why. 
customs, conta were eminently suggestive of pure savayers, 
On the termination of their en ment in the Metropolis one oj 
the women was taken seriously ill. As she had no friends she w:; 
sent to the infirmary of the St. George’s Union, and there dis, 
The nurse who had received and attended to the unfortunt 
woman has given the following sopzent of her patient: ‘Wh. 
she came into the infirmary she had on only an old rug tied on like 
a cloak, a rope tied round her waist, and a pair of slippers made of 
string. Not another stitch of clothing did she possess of any kin‘, 
She was very dirty, and she oho y every sound and sign she 
could make to being washed.’ Dr. Webster, the resident physician, 
added : ‘It was not until we had written to the place she had ben 
exhibited in that we could get her to eat. We were told from ther: 
that she fed —e raw horseflesh and raw fish. Well, we couli:'t 
supply her with horseflesh, so we offered her some partly-cook«l 
i = for the first time her eyes brightened a little, and siv 
ate of it.’” 


24th January, 1687.—‘I saw the Queenes new apartment 
at Whitehall,” writes Evelyn this day, “with her new bed, tie 
embroidery of which cost £3000.” 


25th January, 1820.—A newspaper of this date reports 
that a widow named Chauvelot, aged 82, was lately found in Ivr 
apartment at Versailles burnt to death and completely carbonis!, 

e event was attributed to the immoderate use of ardent spirits. 


26th January, 1825.—This day part of the floor of the lonz 
room of the Custom House gave way with a terrible crash. The 
desks each side were left standing. Government commenced jn. 
ceedings against Peto, the contractor ; laid were £2U0,(10, 


THE UPS AND DOWNS OF THE 
SLOPER FAMILY. — 


No. 6.—How ALEXANDRY EARNED FIVE PoUNDSs’ 

WorTH oF Navy Curt. 
REGARDLEss how much cash they spent, 
The Anti-Cigarette League sent 
Their generous offer far and wide: 
“We'll give five pounds, whate'er betidg, 
To every English youth between 
The age of seven and sweet nineteen 
Who on the blessed Book can swear 
That in his lifetime he has ne'er 
parece or in private) set 

ween his lips a cigarette !” 


The generous ofter, widely spread, 

By countless English youths was read : 
But British boys, how wild soe’er, 
Would scorn to swear a perjured swear. 
And thus it chanced that there was none 
To claim the prize—ave one alone. 
Young Alexandry, nothing loth, 

Came forth, and took a fearless oath 
That, since his birth he ne’er had set 
Between his lips a cigarette ! 


To every high-souled English lad 
The League sent letters out, which bade 
Each stripling imitate the grand 
Example set by Alexand’, 
But Alick, with five pounds in pouch, 
Half choked with laughter on his couch 
To think the Leaguers could not twig 
That, since he'd got a nose so big, 
He ne'er had DARED to smoke a cigarette, 
Lest his proboscis he on fire should set !! 


———___—. 


MAN'S MEANNESS. 

THE entrancingly beautiful young ballet girl whom the Viscoun 
de Moleyns de Mogglestock had married and placed in a position 
of the greatest luxury only six months before, yawned wearily :\« 
she drew down the blinds the other afternoon, and rang the bell 
fora plush liveried footman to come up, stir the fire, and pass the 
order for the preparation of fiveoteck tea. Luxury had begun 
to pall upon her; her palate, used to the best of the bond at evers 
mel, had become satiated. Not only that, perhaps, but she’! 
read somewhere in Fashions and Functions, an undeniabie 
authority, that those who were “ born in the purple” (whatev:r it 
may avegt are incenabie of expressing delight—it's too vulsir. 
So, as the blind-cord fell from her velvety hand, and she suler«! 
her graceful form to drop back upon an orange plush fautewi! by 
the side of the Viscount, who was practising dealing himself the 
long hand at “Nap.” with an old pack of playing cards, sl 
exclaimed : 

‘Oh, dear, I’m ao tired!” ; 

“Tired, are you?" replied the Viscount, “ why, it ain't tea-time 


* Oh, I don’t mean that, exactly, I mean 1'm tired of this hum- 
drum life. Oh! that 1 could but dream of one day of my girlhow! 
—a few brief hours of the past——” 

“That can easily be managed,” chimed in the young nobleman. 

“ And how, Archibald?” 3 

“Why, Lt get up at six to-morrow mornin’. Instead of putt! 
on yer silks and satins roll yerself in a blooming old canvas =}. 
rub yer face all over with vinegar, and go and stand in the ti 
with the poor devils waiting to pnss into the pickle factory. h"! 
yerself you're going in, too—forget all nbout ever meeting me— 
and when you've had enough of yer ‘girlhood’s days,’ come bcs 
home, dress, and meet me at the Café Royal for dinner.” 

“Beast!” she ejaculated, and left the room. 


—————— 


Ewery Wednesday. 
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OUR NATIVE NOSE. 
‘ne mere German savant nas, in a recent article on European Noses, dared to 


Gisparage the English specimen !} 
Wuat! snub our native nose? 
/ The nose that frightened foes 
Acy! 1 ord up On every occasion ! 
, my Nosé Av va) The nose of British make 


Cc Eangeisn Hath made mere foreigners 


— Wose * 


quake 
Of every persuasion. 


‘Twas a nose of British brand 
ane oes Na _ 
“ Oo ” C) D gton ia n 
And don't we often seek 
A “pet” with beak unique— 
ip-tilted Tenny: t 


In fact, our native nose 
Fine character e’er shows 

That beak’s no interloper. 
And the “boko” that will best 
Give proof of this fine test 

Is the nose of Mr. . 


THE REASON. 
Chanpie. Haw! how d'ye do, 
Mies Pertly? Glad to meet you 
again. Haw! don't see so much 
of you as we did. 
Fair Burlesque Arttste, Well, no, dear boy. 
iven up playing “ boys’” parts. 


You see, I've 


AND SHE BELIEVED IT. 


“ Don’t you think it suits me?” she asked coquettishly. 

be baits seu? begs baci ed hp meee = Mr. Sie 

. Larkitoff, as he ste; and survey pretty youn * 

sie with testing A308: “1 knew you'd pre well a a dg ; 

yhat’'s the figure?” 

“A hundred and twenty,” replied the golden-haired charmer, 

nftening the intelligence as well as she could by a bewitching 

\ 5 

“Phew !” he whistled, “that's a bit stiff, isn’t it?” 

“You told me 1 might choose a mantle.” 

“Certainly ; in consideration of the—ahem !—interest you have 

isplayed in the firm, and the efficient manner in which you dis- 
undred 


harge your duties; but really, my dear young lady, a 
nd thirty——” 
“Twenty.” 
“Well, twenty, is really more than I 
your generosity it can belsent 
, on second thoughts, I don't think 


for.” 
“Oh, of course, sir, if you re 

ack,” said the lovely gil “an 
it would be right for me 
© accompany you to 
he Orient without my 
nother.” 

“Oh, well, hang it all! 
f course, if you've set 
our mind upon this 
mrticular one, you must 
nave it. Only, I thought 
t just a wee bit—er— 
oo expensive, don’t you 
now; but, there, give 
ne a kiss, and we'll cry | | 
quits,” 

“Sir!” cried the lovely | 


irl proudly, “how dare 


But at this moment the ms 
tice door opened and “” 
entered—oh, sur- 
prise of surprises !—Mrs. 
Villiam B, Larkitoff. 
For a moment the majestic lady stared in astonishment upon the 
‘ene; then, in an awful voice, she demanded, “ William, what— 
what does this mean?” 


forded him he had recovered his composure temper Se 
n the calm 


* e e e 
awfully kind of you, dear,” said Mrs, Larkitoff, as 
igure in the mirror an hour or two 


you ll have any future surprises for me sent to your office 
br Parcels 

And mentally thankin 
Leiectous Q spouse, Wills 
KISS, 


Providence for the possession of so un- 
iam B, gave the required promise with a 


——_— 


BELLES OF THE BUFFET. 
No. 19.—THE HOLBORN GIRL. 
Ou, when shall the 


rays 
Of the bright sun 


ue, 
And the ice on the 
lake be melted ? 
Oh, when shall Jack 
Frost 
Be a pulseless 
host, 
And the ice on the 
Jake be melted ? 
Oh, when shall the 
suns of love 
Shine down from 
the heavens 
above— 
Shine warmly and 


wel 
On my bonnie belle 
That the scorn of her 
soul may dispel, 
dispel, 
And the ice of her 
heart be melted? 


1 will bathe my form 
In the waters warm, 
When the ice on the lake is melted. 
I will airily float 
In my tiny boat 
When the ice on the lake is melted. 
My soul 1 will lightly lave 
In the swell of the love-god's wave, 
I will sail to the ends of earth 
Upon seas of unceasing mirth, 
When love in 7 loved one has birth, has birth, 
And the ice of her heart is melted ! 


“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY: 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX, 


———— 


ART GALLERY, NEWCASTLE-ON-TYNE, 
: Saturday, January 12th, 1895. 
Dear ALLY,— Very many thanks for the honour you have con- 
ferred by bestowing upon ‘me your “ Award of Merit.” I shall 
Fer it very highly, and shall make good use of the mystic letters 
0.8. Wishing you and the “HALF-HoLipay” a prosperous 
New Year, believe me to remain, yours faithfully, 
Victor Govuniet. 
er 


SLOPER’S ANCESTORS. 
No. 14.—JasPen CAMEMBERT SLOPER. 
Born, 1345. Spitted, 1383, 

THE demise of Edward Julienne very promptly brought back 
the eldest son Jasper Camembert, aA Sereated io long a 
wait for the reversion of his parent's shoes, had gone off some few 
years before to e a name for hi In this he had to a 
certain extent succeeded, though it was hardly of the sort to be 
cocky about, and appeared at the foot of a quite alarming collec- 
tion of promissory notes held by certain gentlemen of Hebrew 
extraction, to whom the young heir had been compelled to appeal 
for a bit of “ ready.” 

Jasper Camembert, however, arrived just as his younger brother 


was beginning to entertain a ore oot he had n killed ina 
brawl, or slaughtered in the Holy d or something. His disap- 
pointment when his brother turned up hale and smiling was 


great, but he had the decency to conceal it as well as he could, and 
consoled himself by departing secretly in the night, accompanied 
sd his sister's pretty governess and what portion of the family 
plate he could collect in the short time at his disposal. 

aap Camembert made use of extremely potent language when 
he discovered the flight, and all efforts to trace the tugliives 
proving useless, publicl. reve the princely reward of two 
thousand crowns for his brother's head, a beautiful example of 
fraternal feeling which, however, met with no immediate response. 

Meantime Jasper Camembert lost no time in assuming the 
honours of his position, and having paid his footing, by giving the 
customary orgie, was ef recei into the society of the nobility 
and gentry, and accorded the entrée to the Court, where, being a 
plausible sort of scoundrel he soon rose to considerable favour 
with the weak-minded fee King. A few months later the Wat 
Tyler Insurrection broke out, and Jasper Camembert was one of 
those who accompanied Richard on the occasion of his famous 
interview with the insurgent chief. History says it was Lord 
Mayor Walworth who struck down Tyler when he addressed the 
King too familiarly, but this is altogether a mistake, as the care- 
fully-preserved archives of the Sloper family prove without a 
doubt. It was Jasper Camembert who struck the blow. Having 
only distinguished himeelf in previous encounters with the rebels 
by what he was pl to call a “strategic” position in the rear, 
he nly saw that a deed of valour was urgently wanted to 
retrieve his name from the accusation of cowardice. Taking 
advantage, therefore, of Wat's conversation with the King, Jasper 
Camembert got behind him and felled him to the earth with a 
blow, and then making sure he was insensible finished him off 
with his sword. 

Having thus been chiefly instrumental in be J the rebellion, 
Jasper mbert reti: to his feudal stronghold to modestly 
await the honours he naturally expected would be showered upon 
him for his conspicuous display of bravery. A few days after his 
return a vassal entered to announce that a traveller was without 
who wished to see the Baron on important and private business. 

“Let the knave enter,” said Jasper Camembert, “his blood be 
upon his own head if his tidings warrant not the intrusion.” 

The retainer retired and ushered in a travel-stained, long-bearded 
stranger, who bore a covered ket carefully in one hand, which 
he placed respecttully before the Baron and threw back the lid. 

asper started back in amazement and delight. “ By my hali- 
dom !” he cried exultingly, “thou hast earned thy reward; it is 
the head of my infidel brother.” 

The stranger, after explaining that he had acquired the head by 
killing its owner, who had taken up arms with the insurgents, de- 
parted with his two thousand crowns. Three months later however, 
another — turned up, also with the head of the absconding 
brother, and Jasper Camembert came to the conclusion that he 
had been too hasty in the first instance and parted with another 
two thousand crowns. When, however, but six weeks elapsed before 
another head arrived, Jasper began to get cross, but the likeness was 
unmistakeable, and he paid upand tried to look as happy as he could 
over it. What words can picture his rage, however, when shortly 
after word was brought him that another stranger with a basket 
requested audience with him. “In with him,” thundered the 
Baron. “By the Saints, if he also bringeth me my brother's head 
his own payeth the forfeit! Now, sirrah,” he cried as the stranger 
entered, “ what would you with me?” 

“Your mighty lordship’s pardon, I crave me,” said the feeble- 
looking old man who pol Ah “but 1 have here the head of your 


“ Thou liest, caitiff !" interrupted the Baron furiously, as he seized 
the old man by the beard, “and your f:lse tongue will I cut out to 
feed the hounds,” 

“ Have at thee, then!” shouted the stranger, springing back and 
drawing a sword, whilst his false came off in the hands of 
Jasper Camembert and disclosed—his oft-beheaded brother ! 

“ Knave! so thou wert the stranger who has played these scurvy 
tricks upon me?” shrieked the Baron. 

“Yes; but it has cost many a poor fellow of my stamp his head,” 
said the other. 

“And me six thousand crowns!” cried Jasper madly, as he 
rushed blindly upon his brother, whose outstretched sword pierced 
his heart, and Jasper Camembert dropped weltering in his gore. 

(Zo be continued next week.) 


QUID VERSUS QUOD. 


How dear to my heart were the roystering revels 
I got at the club: but, alas! when I went 
From the club, what a phalanx of horrid blue d—1s 
Came round me, to vex, and perplex, and torment. 
Each lamp-post 1 grabbed at, with clutches capricious : 
It seemed on a wild-whirling globe that I trod: _ 
But the depth of my anguish was reached when a vicious 
And virulent copper— 
A merciless copper— 
A measly old copper— 
Said, “ Come into quod 


That copper was hard as the rock of Gibraltar, 
That copper was fierce and retentless as Sin: 
And my brain, growing suddenly sober, did falter 
To face the disgrace of his running me in! 
He swore to arrest me, though meekly I told him 
My head would in shame be eternally hid : . 
Bur, in spite of his sternnese, I cannot now scold him, 
For the passionate copper— 
The pitiless copper— 
‘urned a kind-hearted copper, 
When TIPPED WITH A QUID! 


” 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

“RipinG ” Habits: The habits of people in the three Ridings of 
Yorkshire. 

Whur is the author of “She” like the Prince of Wales ?—Because 
he is H.R... 
Wir should twenty pens cost a shilling? Because one “pen” is 
equal to three-fifths of one “ penny.” : i 

WHAT three-sy labled word names a covering used for shield- 
ing vou from its third syllable ?—Para-soL. 


— 


23 
THE REVOLT OF GHIBER. 


—— 


CHAPTER VIII. 


For a moment the Widow Muley was paralysed by the sudden. 
ness of the proposal which the Grand Vizier had made, and the 
brilliancy of the ition he 
had to offer her almost made 
her consent. But Mrs. Muley 

ad had some education in 
her early years. Like a flash, 
as if outlined in living fire, 
ie i ha pee "37 ard 
wives=65 wives ’—ap) 
to her brain. She would be 
only a 65th section of the 
sharer of the joys and sorrows 
of the Grand Vizier, and it was 
not unlikely that the twenty- 
seven ladies who already had 
the privilege would be jealous 
of the addition to theestablish- 
ment. Yet, could she refuse the 
Grand Viszier's offer? He 
would, in all probability, with. 
in a month or two be the Baw- 
shaw of Ghiber, and might 
then, when he held the power, 
vevenge himself on her for 
her rejection. The widow had 
little time to decide on the 
course of conduct, but it was 
enough. 

She resolved to temporise. 
“The honour that the Grand 
Vizier had offered was so sud- 
den. It had overcome her. 
It was so recently that she had 
had to follow her beloved 
husband to the grave that she 
could hardly answer the deli- 
cate gsc» so suddenly. Would His Highness give her time- 
a week would be enough?” 

The Grand Vizier res, 
on A aware of his own im 

ti 


A confidential slave, 


ted the widow's sense of propriety. He was 
2 ance, and the fact that from his State 
po jon he was a splendid match. But a week would not matter. 

e reasoned, and remarked thereupon that he would call again at 
the end of a week, and hoped that her answer would be favourable, 

“Much may be done ina week,” murmured the widow Muley, 
as the Vizier left. Instantly summoning a confidential slave she 
despatched him in search of Rhombo Baladdin. That worthy was 
delighted when he learned that Mrs. roeys had sent for him, but 
his $ Joy was tempered when he learned that it was Mra, Muley No. 1 
and not No. 38 who desired to see him. Still he hastened to the 
domestic establishment of the late Muley Pasha. 

Rhombo Baladdin 
was shown into the 
apartment where the 
sorrow-stricken relic 
of the Keeper of the 
Bright Buttons of the 
Harem was seated. 
The curtains were 
scarcely closed be- 
hind the discreet 
slave on retiring, 
when Mrs. Muley 
threw herself intothe 
arms of Rhombo, and 
exclaimed : 

“Rhombo, I love 
you,” 

“Yez do me 
honour, mum,” said 
Rhombo _ Baladdin, 
alias M’Ginty. 

“Yes, | love you, 
but fate is against us, 
and we will be sepa- 
rated.” 

“I trust yer mis- 
taken,” said M'Ginty, 
though he mur- 
Eyes to bene 
“ By my sowl, if Bid- 
dy Cann comes in 
just now, we'll 

=. separated an’ no mis- 

Mrs, Muley threw herself into the arms of Rhombo. take at all.” 
“Yes, the Grand 
Vizier has just been here, and he has demanded my hand iu 


marriage. 
“What, the whole of yez?” 
“ Yes, the offer was to the widow of the late Muley Pasha.” 


“Faith, mun, it’s a big order, I'm thinkin’, considerin’ the stock 
he already has in hand. 

“The thought is intolerable. But listen. I know he loves me 
not. It is my wealth he’s aiter.” : ae 

“Ts it, now? the base mercenary wretch!” said M'Ginty. ; 

“Yes, Py know it is, but he shall not get it. Rhombo Baladdin, 
we will fly!” : 

“Will we, now?” said M’Ginty, as he scratched his head 
dubiously. 

“Yes, we will fly. 
I am tired of being one 
of thirty-eight wives, 
and I will not be one 
of sixty-five. Listen, 
most of the late Muley 
Pasha's fortune is in 
jewels— dia monds, 

here are some railway 
stock and shares ina 
co-operative society 
and other things, I 
will pack up a carpet- 
bag full of the most 
valuable of the dia- 
mondg, and you and I 
will fly alone. The 
Grand Vizier may 
marry the residue of 
Mrs. Muley Pasha if 
he chooses, but youand 
I wili ive’ for one 
another in some far 
distant country—liv- ~ 
ing and loving——” 

“ Yes ” 


“With no one to 
come between us.” 

“And the revolu- 
tion?” 

“What care I for 
the revolution? There 
will be revolution enough for me,” said the widow Mulcy, as she 
folded M’Ginty in her arins. 

“An’ for me, too,” said M‘Ginty, as he thought eadly of Biddy 
M'Cann, the thirt “eighth section of the late Muley’s extensive 
spouse, 


“ Rhombo, I love you.” 


(To be continued next week.) 


24 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. (Saturday, danuary 19, 1895, 


THR “F.O8.” PORTRAIT GALLERY. REFORMATION. 


cy 


GHOSTS OF CAVALIER AND PURITAN. 
Loth together: “Say, oll man, there ain't much 
difference now, except the ris out, is there?” 


No. 360.—Mn. F. W. De. Muncay, F.0.8. 
“Though the features of the talented individual our artist has 
this week depicted may be unfamiliar to the majority of our 
rewlers, they are beginning to become well known among those 


connected with theatricals, Our hero, in fact, is no less a * 
personage than the agent im advance of Harry Battersby's Yes, girls, I believe Tom has reformed with the New Year. About Christmas time he was only worth 
Juvenile Comic Opera Company ; and though, as may be seen, about half a sovereign, aud now he owes at Icast fifty pounds,” 


young in years, is a veteran in experience, and by skill and 
industry is making himsclf famous in the profession he has 
chosen to adurn. With the particulars of our hero's boyhood 
days we are unacquainted ; indeed, we have his own assurance 
that — prove of no interest to the general reader. De 
Morgan is at present only at the very outset of his carcer, but 
we have no doubt that it will prove an interesting and success- 
ful one. Chiefly because he knows his business he was created 
F.0.8., and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented te him 
October 27th, 1894."—Debrett Improved, 


VIRTUE ITS OWN REWARD. AS USUAL. 


oO! 
“HOORAH! DOORS OPEN AT LAST!” 
Cousin Jane (to Cousin John). O'! Oh, take me out at once! I 
won't go in, John—it's no use! 
(Rather rough on John, considering they've been waiting 


three hours, 


(4) 
(1) Afr, Sharply, Mere, Tommy! I know that you arc a good little Sunday- can't say we didn't ' ——( provided 

echool boy, and have been taught that we should return good for evil. Here isa Sharply Tor Mr. ola ca aca gare pi Dike Am ia Mag efits 
m4 ing vod you; go and make a nice, beautiful, slippery slide, just outside Mr. but cantankerous uncle, who had just made a will in his fuvour to spite the hospital. 
: usly's r, as a little treat for him. He has been put on the Parish Council —(5) Whercas the slide constructed by the grateful for the delectation of 
— me, but I can ure Tommy Trout. | twig, Mister! I'll give him a Mr.8., proved an unqualified success, and that jianthropist very cuti- 
ree Accaigpentaret 1—(2) ‘ain't 80 bad, Billy; but I don't feel as if we'd hearncd ly-——(6) Resulting in a walk to the ice station, a night in a cold cell, aw! 
iat there bob honest yet !——(3) ‘Ooray! Keep the pot a-bilin’! Now we're a his enforced appearance before the nearest “beak,” to be fined forty shillings fur 
makin’ a reg'lar downright spine-twister outside old Sharpley’s door an’ all,soas he —_— being intoxicated and sliding on the pavement, 


THE SAME AS EVER. GIRLS BILLY'S PROPOSED TO. MAKING THE BEST OF A BAD JOB. 


Exreited Party. Look alive, sir, and give me over some 
suvthing syrup —quick ! 

Chemist, What size bottle, pray ? 

zeeand Party. Bottle be jiggered! Gimme a cask —it's 
twins 


Toor Billy! he never had a ghost of a chance 


; Nees peg ‘ie oe Goce BEASON: “ie seis sitak sectors heal biced us now.” “Don't here; but she drew him on most shamefully, 
Rum-Tum (reads). Reports from all districts say, that Missionarics, they, George ext time you're queer, try mine.” mi then ce. a re . 
of the right sort, are buth plentiful and strong. van . (Jusé Peoctoed bs Christmas bill. life has beni a tale oo. Sketchel Bear the <i * bie renems Bert? 
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